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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

I love fantasy! I love witches and warlocks and all the power they have, and the fact that they are, let’s face it, over sexed!

But there’s a good reason for that.

Heck, everybody knows that sex rejuvenates, it calms one down. It builds one up.

So this story has a lot of that, and a lot more.

If you’ve ever Read Alyce Thorndyke’s Oz stories, ‘The Horny Wizard of Oz,’ and ‘The Lusty Land of Oz,’ then you know where I’m going.

Wouldn’t you like to have sex with a creature with a super penis? Or a creature that doesn’t know if it is male or female?

Of course you do.

So, enjoy, and I’ll think about a sequel to the sequel.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“SHIELA!” Johnny screamed from the top of the stairs.

He stared over the main room and waited, but there was no sound.

Johnny had inherited money, which he had to share with his step-mother. He had thought how lucky he was, his step-mother just wanted to fuck all the time, but she had an ulterior motive, one which he didn’t fully understand.

She had changed him, and now he was a woman, a girl. He had large breasts and no penis, and she was gone.

What would he do? He wouldn't be recognized as himself, so he couldn’t claim to be in the will!

Was this an evil plot!

He went down the stairs slowly, hanging onto the bannister, wishing this was all a dream and that he would wake up.

“Shiela!” His voice was weakening and tears were filling his eyes. What would he do? Where could he go? What—“

“What is all this yelling?”

Johnny spun around and looked across the room.

Shiela stood in the doorway to the kitchen, and she looked tired.

He ran to her. He was naked and his extra large breasts bounced with every step, but he was so relieved.

“Shiela!” he fell into her arms and sobbed.

She held him, then she collapsed. She fell to her knees and loosened her hold on him.

Then he noticed how tired she was. She was exhausted. Her face was drained of life. She clutched at him with a hand and whispered. “Fuck me, Johnny. Make love to me. Rejuvenate me!”

Johnny helped her to her feet. He was too weak, now that he was a woman, to carry her.

She staggered, and he moved under her arm and they walked, slow as molasses, molasses with shaky legs, to the stairway.

They only made it half way when Shiela collapsed again.

“I’m sorry. I can’t…I can’t make…it.”

She collapsed completely then.

Johnny tried to hold her in his arms, but even that weight was too much for him.

He cried, tears streamed down his face. “Shiela! I need you! Shiela!”

She opened her eyes halfway and whispered, “Fuck me, Johnny. fuck me.” Then she closed her eyes.

Johnny understood then. Shiela loved sex. Sex was what gave her energy. He didn’t understand it, but he had to revive her, and the only was…he didn’t have a penis anymore, just that large clitoris, and that certainly wasn’t big enough to do the job…was to finger fuck her!

She was wearing a black dress over sexy lingerie, and he lifted the dress and wormed a finger under her panties. He felt her labia.

She exercised her labia, she had permanent piercings in here labia, and with these she lifted weights to stretch out her sexual apparatus.

Johnny slid his finger into her sex and began rubbing. He wormed his finger, felt her clitoris.

She murmured, but it wasn’t enough.

Johnny pulled her panties down and used his tongue.

She murmured again. Better, but way too slow. She was really depleted of energy, and he was going to have to do something more.

He had to fuck her, but he had a slit and a clit, not the right tools.

He thought about fisting her, she said she liked that, and she had even fisted him, but she had also said that he wasn’t ready to fist.

But she did had a large vibrator upstairs.

“I’ll be back,” he told her, and placed her head gently on the floor.

He ran, sprinted, and took the stairs two at a time. He wanted to do three at a time, but as a woman, especially as a person new to womanhood, he just didn’t have the physique.

He reached the top of the stairs and ran down the hallway to her bedroom. Into the bedroom, and he retrieved her big vibrator out of the side table. Then he ran full tilt back down the stairs.

She was laying on her side, her eyes open, gasping, and for a moment Johnny was afraid she was going to die.

He gently turned her on her back and placed the tip of the vibrator at her pussy.He pushed it in, not too gently, as he was in a hurry.

She opened her eyes. They were fixed, but a spark was there.

He turned the motor on and the big dick began to shake. It make his whole arm shake, but he held on and jammed it into her.

She nodded, gulped, and, thank the Gods, it was working!

Then she grabbed his forearm and pulled his ear to her.

He had to turn the big thing off so he could hear her, and she said, “Johnson…you’ve still got a dick. It’s there…if you can…get it out.”

He was stunned. “But…how?”

“Put my hand on your pussy.”

Johnny moved up and grabbed her arm. He turned it over and lifted it up to his slit.

A shock ran through him. It was a quivering shiver that ran from his sex organs up the center of his body. Suddenly his nipples popped up and his breasts almost glowed with the feeling of hot blood pushing through them.

He groaned, then felt Shiela’s finger inside him.

She was crooking her finger, pulling his insides, beckoning them to her.

He felt a strange whirl of energies, then he got it: he felt the horniness that goes along with an erection.

It was coming out of his pussy, pouring out, and he realized that he was seeing pure magic.

He went with it, bolstered the feeling, let it happen, encouraged it. He looked down and he could see that her finger was no longer in him. It was wrapped around the head of his penis, and his penis was coming out of his twat.

Stunned, he watched as she pulled it, and he thrust his hips forward and fucked her hand, and that caused it to come out further, to grow bigger.

Then it was full sized and she stared up at him. In her eyes was the command: fuck me! Help me! Give me your juice!

He grabbed his dick and crawled over her legs, in between her legs.

He pulled the vibrator out of her and she cried out. He understood why the vibrator wasn’t working too well. It was mechanical power, but she needed that curious energy that human beings possess. That mystical energy the orientals call chi, or ki. Or yogis call prana. A largely invisible energy, an essence of ether.

She needed his semen.

He rammed into her and she arched her back and cried out and grabbed him. From laying near death she was suddenly galvanized. Her body shook violently and her tight pussy clamped onto his penis.

He had never felt anything like this.

A human has muscles, but they are small and inefficient, near the surface, and the male usually has to rub hard to create the energy of the fuck.

Women aren’t the receivers, so they don’t do the work. They provide the cup, the container, it is up to the male to stir, to create the friction that brings forth the essence.

But she had muscles down there, and they gripped him and pulled him and squeezed him.

She began to hump up and down, lost in the hunger for survival, for recharging her sexual energies, her mysterious reservoir of chi.

Chi available only to…witches.

She held on to him, kissed him, then whispered in his ear. “Now you know.”

“You’re a witch. Why didn’t I see it?”

“Because those who aren’t witches, yet, are blind. They can’t see their own potential, much less let it loose.

“But feeling you like like this, experiencing you…”

“Yes,” she groaned. “You’re getting an advanced lesson. A lesson I wouldn’t have given you for years, but…I must if I am to live, to help you.”

He could feel her strength coming back into her. Her slit closed on his penis, gripped it harder and harder.

“Are you going to let me cum?” Lord, did he want to squirt, and a squirt of semen, of pure essence, would go a long way.

“I can’t. I need you to recharge me. I can’t drain your reserves. You’ll have to stay horny!

At this point he was pumping like a maniac, shoving in, pulling back, clawing her tits, and aware that he had no nuts and didn’t feel the fullness.

But he felt his own tits bouncing and smacking against hers.

“Will I keep my dick?”

“Yes, but you’ll have to master the trick of making it appear, otherwise you’re going to have a pussy all the time.”

“Oh, God!”

She was almost at full strength now. Her aura was again filling the room. She was moving with power and certainty.

And she began to experience massive orgasms. Shuddering, earthquaking her buns, which resulted in an even tighter grip on his dingus.

Without letting him cum, she took absolutely everything she could from him, and finally rolled off him and sighed in relief.

Johnny just lay on the floor, humped the floor, and cried in frustration.

Now their positions were switched. Shiela was strong and robust and ready to go, Johnny was feeling weak and, in spite of his desire to keep humping, he was ready to collapse.

Shiela got to her feet and smiled down at him.

“Oh, crap,” Johnny sobbed. “I need to cum!”

“I know, honey. Now get up and I’ll take you upstairs and put you to bed.

She pulled his arm over here shoulder, gripped his waist with one arm, and walked him across the floor to the stairs.

“I just slept,” he whimpered. His penis was sticking straight out and dripping pre-cum.

“I know. But I just emptied you. You won’t need a lot of sleep, but you need some. An hour or two. Now hush. I’ll watch over you.”

Johnny stumbled on the steps and Shiela braced him.

He was so very aware of her breasts, as he was aware of his own. “What did you do to me?” he asked tiredly. “I’m a girl. A girl with a convertible dick.”

“Convertible dick, I like that. Come on, one more step…”

They stepped onto the second floor and she guided him down the hall.

“Yes. I made you into a woman, but with a bonus. You now have a pussy, and when I need a charge your penis will come out and please me.”

“But—“

“You have the advantages of both sex, but you’ve lost some important male features. You’re no longer strong. I figure you didn’t need to be strong because you weren’t very strong to begin with.”

That sort of hurt Johnny’s feelings. “That’s mean.”

“That’s true.”

He realized that all the way up the stairs she had been rubbing his breasts, first one then the other. His nipples were standing up and he was feeling the slightest resurgence of energy.

“You’re doing something to me.”

They turned into her bedroom and she helped him into bed.

“Why don’t you fuck me and give me energy?”

“Because now you’re a woman. Your male part can charge me, but women can’t charge women. They can offer emotional repair, but they can’t give you the invisible energy that you need right now.”

“Oh.”

Shiela pulled the sheets over him, crawled into bed and held him.

Their bodies snuggled and heat began to build.

Johnny realized he was cold, which was probably a side effect of him depleting his energies. But she was hot, from his energies. Now he could relax and just feel her warmth, and while it wasn’t as good as pure sex, it helped. It really helped.

Then he drifted away, and…

He was in a dark place. Gloomy. Snakes flying in the darkness…no! It was tree limbs. Branches that were thick and interlaced over his head.

Oddly, he realized he could see. The world was suffused with a blue light. Not daylight, but…invisible energy light.

He was standing in the middle of the woods, somewhere far beyond the mansion, but still int he woods surrounding the mansion.

But he knew the trees surrounding his grandfather’s property only went for a few miles. On one side they butted up against the mountains. On the other side, the side facing civilization, they stretched for maybe a mile, then bare fields and even wastelands were the norm.

He turned and inspected the trees. Dark wood. An ominous rustling sound. And dank.

It would not be a pleasant place to sleep.

That was the moment of lightening shock to Johnny. He was asleep!

But that meant he was dreaming.

He knelt and felt the ground. A carpet of dead leaves.

He dug his hand through the leaves and felt soft earth. Moist, the moisture trapped by the cover of dead leaves and the eternal shade of the branches overhead.

He stood up. He was on a path. It stretched ahead of him and behind him. It meandered, a gentle back and forth around huge trees.

He stepped forward, and where the path curved around a monster oak he placed his hand on the tree.

It seemed like it was bubbling under his palm. He jerked his palm away.

Not bubbling, but…worms. No, not worms…life.

As if the tree had vessels of…something like blood, but not blood.

Tree water! the thought went through his head.

He touched the tree again, forced himself to feel the writhing pulse of tree blood under the soft bark.

This is not a tree, he thought.

Correct, the thought went up his arm into his head, burst into his brain.

The tree was alive.

Of course I am. Everything is alive here, if you have the eyes to see.

Johnny found that his arm had jerked back again. He stared it, at the tree, then risked placing his hand on the tree again.

Who are you?

Me. Isn’t that obvious? The tree swayed slightly, and all the trees around it swayed also.

Laughter?

And the vague thought, possibly coming from one of the other trees, Isn’t that just like a human?

Then the trees settled into their staid postures, not moving, awaiting a wind that Johnny doubted would ever come. Not this deep in the forest.

He. placed his hand on the tree and leaned. He didn’t want to break the communication again. It felt…tenuous, and he needed to figure things out.

If a tree could talk to him then so be it.

Where is this place?

Farwood is probably the best translation into humanspeak. But it is lacking. You are in Us.

Us. The trees.

Johnny saw it in his mind then, a common root system, all the trees connected. what one felt, perceived, was felt by all. So they had no need to move around.

Why bother when there is so much to see? said the tree.

Then, being a human with no perceivable roots, Johnny asked, Can you help me?

This was a confusing thought for the tree, for ‘Us.’

Help you? Help you what? I (meaning all of Us) don’t understand.

“I’m lost,” he used his voice to help drive his thought, and it was very lonely and meek in the depths of Us.

Then go home.

“But I don’t know where home is!”

The branches rustled above him in agitation. Thoughts flooded his fragile, eggshell mind. He doesn’t know where home is? But he’s already home? Why doesn’t he know where he is?

Johnny tried to explain. I don’t have a million brothers who can see everywhere. I don’t…

Something was happening. The tree thoughts were getting dimmer, translucent wold be the only way to describe how their thoughts were changing in his mind.

“JOHNNY!” It was Shiela.

We see your aloneness, whispered the tree to his mind. It hurts Us.

Johnny understood. To explain motion to a tree was to cause a psychotic break in the tree. They were leaving him, they were…

“Johnny!” Her voice was fading. He had thought she might be close, but now he realized it was just her voice sliding and slithering, though with much power, through the branches and dead leaves.

Good bye, whisper the tree in his mind. Maybe when you don’t hurt Us so  much…

“SHIELA! he yelled. “I’m here!”

The trees were gone, faded into a solidity he understood, but was not as comforting as he might have wanted. The tree trunk he was touching was solid wood. Bark. Hard to the hand, not soft and comforting.

“Find the bear!” Then her voice faded. He was alone, naked, with breasts and a slit that had a cock hidden in it.

And he was frightened.

He recognized these woods, at least knew where he was. The woods behind the house.

But how had he gotten there? He had been sleeping? Dreaming? ANd…find the bear?

His old fears of being in the woods with the bears suddenly rose up.

He had stopped going into the woods when he found out about the bears. He wanted to leave.

But Shiela had told him to find the bears. No…the bear.

One bear?

But he had always thought of the bears as plural. Many bears. Roaming the forest, eating berries and nibbling on body parts.

Bears. Bear. It didn’t matter. Now he was in solid wood, not enraptured, if that was the word, by the magic of Us, the trees that never roamed and yet saw as far as a forest could see.

He began walking down the path, heading in what he hoped was the direction of the house.

The leaves were soft underfoot.

The branches still laced overhead, but the world wasn’t colored blue. It was sunlight, but made gloomy by the ceiling of branches.

He walked, his feet padded over the soft leaf covering, and he listened.

He heard sounds now. The sounds of…things moving.

At first just birds, maybe squirrels. Wings and tails rubbing against leaves high above.

Then he heard the sound of larger bodies, foxes, porcupines, and once he smelled a skunk.

And heard a song.

I skunk all day and they fade away

I love me and not thee

I turn up my tail and away they sail

I am so alone, waiting for a bone…

A disjointed rhythm, then the skunk cavorted across the path in front of him.

It was black, soft black fur, with a white stripe down its back.

Johnny knew skunks were near sighted, and he stood and watched, and marveled. He had never seen such a display of sheer happiness in his life.

Gamboling in its own skunky way.

As happy in alone as the Trees were in their community.

The skunk’s mood touched him, and he suddenly wanted to be alone. Not alone like a lonely human alone, but alone like a cheerful skunk.

Then he realized the significance of the skunk’s last sentence in his song.

The skunk was a she, and she danced through the world, unseeing, waiting for a male skunk, equally unseeing, to find her.

Then their smells would mingle and their sex organs would tingle and then they would be twice as single.

As the skunk disappeared into the brush Johnny realized that he had thought in thyme, a legacy of the touch of the skunk.

Then he was alone. human alone. And his dick was unsheathed, sticking out.

He looked down, controlled his breathing, put away the horniness of the skunk, removed himself from it, and his dick slid back into his pussy.

“JOHNNY!”

“HERE!”

“Not the wolves! Find the bear! Hurry. The wolves…the…wol…” Her voice faded out of his mind again. And that was when he realized she had not been yelling with a flesh and blood voice, but with a mental voice.

But there was warning in her voice, no matter what constituted it.

Johnny hurried down the path.

More light.

“Awooo!”

Wolves! Holy fuck!” He burst into a trot, running past the solid trees, ignoring the smaller rustling.

He had always been afraid of bears, and he didn’t even know there were wolves in the forest!

He runs from being made one with the wolves! It was a vague thought, almost a remembrance on a whistling breeze that was already disappearing.

He realized he had picked up a tree thought, an Us thought.

And he answered, as best he could, what you call being one with the wolves is being eaten.

There was no answer, and he didn’t know if they, it, had heard him, or he just wasn’t in the dream enough to communicate anymore.

AWOOO! AWOOO!

The wolf voices rose up, and they were close. Very close.

Now he ran, one arm across his chest, holding his boobs so they didn’t bounce painfully. They were so big.

His cock was sheathed and he wasn’t horny now. He was desperate.

He didn’t want bears, and he didn’t want wolves. He just wanted to wake—

He ran into a big, furry wall.

He fell back on his butt and looked up.

It wasn’t a bear, exactly. And it was.

It was more like a weird cross of Bigfoot and human. Eight feet tall, hairy, thick, black lips, gleaming, pin point eyes.

At that moment of shock the wolves burst into view behind him. Three wolves, extra large, grey fur and long, sharp fangs. They shook their large heads and eager drool splattered about.

Give! They howled, their voices joined as one.

Hunting, as a pack, they had had a certain separateness, but now, about to make Johnny one with them, they were joined.

The creature in front of Johnny, behind him as he spun on the ground to face the wolves, drew itself up to its full height. It smiled, and showed a row of sharp teeth, with two large canines, behind the full, black lips.

Brothers…

The wolves snarled and snapped, and advanced. They were low to the ground, ready to pounce. Foot by foot they came closer. Their bushy tails were erect and snapping back and forth, almost catlike.

No brother! they thought back at the Bigfoot.

But, Johnny suddenly knew, it wasn’t a Bigfoot. It was the bear. Not bears. But…The Bear.’

See, they speak…

The wolves glanced at each other, and a certain doubt crept into their confidence.

But they are ours!

“How can they be, when they are with me?” The Bear spoke, and his voice was low and growly and guttural and filled with menaced.

Johnny shrank down towards the ground, frightened of The Bear, the wolves, and everything.

The Bear reached up and broke a limb off a tree. It was a thick limb, about six feet in length.

He ran a hand down it’s length and sheared leaves from it. He swished it, smiled at it, then stepped over Johnny and growled at the wolves, “Well?”

Well? echoed in Johnny’s mind, and he knew, in the wolves’ minds.

That was enough, and the wolves slunk back.

We remember…we remember!

Then they were gone, their paws soft on the leaves, their heavy breathing fading.

The Bear turned and squatted, and now’s its head was only a foot from Johnny.

Its body was large, muscular, and its head was a big block of fur with those deadly canines.

Where is your grandfather?

Johnny tried to back away, his legs and arms pushing at the forest floor.

The Bear reached out and grabbed his ankle.

Johnny gave a little scream and tried to shrink away.

The Bear sighed. I have missed you. Why do you not come see me?

“See you?”

And why are you in two? Why are you both the male and the fe—oh. Why did she do that to you?

Johnny was scrabbling, pushing leaves towards The Bear in desperation.

The Bear pulled on his ankle and reached a huge paw up to his groin.

The huge mitt slapped into Johnny’s groin, forcing his legs apart, and The Bear felt him.

Yes, I see what she did, but…why?

“I don’t! know,” sobbed Johnny.

Hush, little…Johnny. I call you that, but you aren’t anymore. Now you are two halves and it doesn’t make sense. I will have to ask The Shiela.

Johnny hushed under The Bear’s admonition. He still felt fear, but now there was a calmness emanating from his pussy. Or his dick. He wasn’t sure which.

The Bear rubbed his mons, squeezed it, and Johnny could feel talons, but the talons didn’t rip into him, they were held back and the big pads on The Bear’s paws soothed him.

“Oh…”

Yes. You are a sexual creature. I can help you a little, but only a little, you being in half the way you are. But first you have to tell me…where is The Roger?

Johnny felt his tension draining out of his body. Still fear, but now able to think, feeling that The Bear wasn’t the big threat he had perceived.

That’s right. I watched over you. I loved you. Like the Roger, but you ran away, and…what happened to The Roger?

Roger…my grandfather…” the words stuttered out, “he died.”

The Bear nodded. Ah, yes. To be one with the invisible energy. How nice. Knowing that I know where he is. I will not miss him.

“You know where he is?” Johnny was confused. To a human before his time death was a frightful thing.

He is everywhere, The Bear smiled.

Now Johnny was actually feeling good. The big paw smoothing over his mons, the way his sex was gripped and held so lovingly, he managed to ask a question, “Who are you?”

Inherent in the question was ‘what are you,’ which The Bear noted, but didn’t take offense at.

The Bear smiled, showing those terrible teeth, large enough to rend a moose and leave nothing but the antlers.

I am your brother.

Johnny stared, incredulous. The Bear didn’t just say ‘brother,’ like they were all creatures under God, but ‘brother,’ like they were physically of the same lineage.

“I don’t understand.”

Well, The Bear said, suddenly folding his legs and sitting cross-legged, I suppose you should know. If you can travel in dreams then you’re halfway there already.

Your father fucked something, I’m not sure what, and I am the issue. So we are half brothers.

“But—“

The Bear, still rubbing Johnny’s privates, moved onto its side and shifted until it as laying next to Johnny. One paw rubbed his breast, one claw gently touched his nipple.

“Oh!” The feel of such a dangerous claw made Johnny shiver, and he felt sexual impulses start down there.

Your grandfather, my grandfather, The Roger, was very upset. He disowned The Harold, your father. He loved me. Completely, without reservation. And I love him…

Johnny noted the use of the present tense as regards his grandfather.

…which is why it is safe for him, and for you, to walk in this forest. Though it is a dangerous place, being a barrier to the real world, I will always watch over you. This is my home, I am a halfway creature in a halfway place, and I will always love you.

Now The Bear was holding Johnny’s breast with one paw, squeezing, rubbing a pad against his nipple.

Johnny was breathing hard, as was The Bear, and Johnny felt a massive club unfolding against his thigh.

He looked down at a monster prick.

Big and furry, as long as Johnny’s forearm and twice as thick.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and looked back up at the half creature’s face.

“You can’t…it won’t fit…I—“

The creature that was a mix of human and something else, and looked a bit like a bear, and more like Bigfoot, kissed him.

Big, black lips covered Johnny’s face.

Johnny had been terrified, but The Bear had touched him, soothed him, used some kind of weird magic to bring him to a calm state of mind.

But The Bear had a penis! And Johnny—

Hush, Johnny, said The Bear lowering his massive head to his boobs and taking his large nipples in his black lips.

The Bear sucked, and Johnny found his back arching, pressing his boobs into the monster’s ravenous mouth.

It’s the only way I can give you the energy to escape the forest, even though Shiela has made you into a halfway creature…

The Bear calling him a halfway creature? How ironic!

…you do not belong here. You might even go so far into the forest that I could not protect you. There are monsters here, Johnny. Monsters that could gobble you up, as easily as I gobble this…

The Bear lowered himself, slithered downward and began eating Johnny’s pussy.

His prick shot out, and Johnny experienced the unbelievable sensation of getting cunnilingus and fellatio at the same time.

And he felt the energy coming into him.

Not a lot, it wasn’t enough, and it was different. But it entered his frame and he began to strengthen.

And strengthen. The power flowing into him, and the branches shuddered above him. The rustlings in the brush fled. He…

Bear gone.

“Here you are.”

Johnny sat up. He was alone, and Shiela was walking down the path towards him.

“Shiela!” he cried, and he leaped to his feet,—strong enough to leap!—and ran to her. Hugged her, and cried.

“Hush now,” she whispered into his hair. “It’s all right. I’ve got you now. You’re safe.”

“I was lost, and I talked to the trees and some wolves wanted to eat me but The Bear—“

“You saw The Bear?”

“He was big, and he’s not really a bear, but he helped me, saved me from the wolves, and he…” Now Johnny paused, chose his words carefully. “He gave me energy.”

Shiela held him at arm’s length and studied him minutely. Then she hugged him again. “Come, it’s time to go home.”

She turned Johnny and led him back down the path.

They walked, and Johnny held his body against hers. He had been so scared, and he didn’t want to let her go.

“It’s okay,” she kept whispering. And once, “That changes things.”

Then the path stopped meandering, there was light at the end of the tunnel of woods, and Johnny suddenly said, “I’m tired.”

He lay down, right in the middle of the path, and Shiela lay down with him. She hugged him looked into his eyes, kissed him, and…pulled the sheets over him…and…


Part Two

Johnny opened his eyes and looked directly into the eyes of Shiela.

She was laying next to him in the bed, smiling, and she leaned into him and kissed him on the lips.

He sighed. He was back to normal. The dream was over. He was in bed and he felt normal.

Sort of.

He still felt a little weak, but…it wasn’t bad.

“Good morning, sunshine. How’d you sleep.”

He moved into her, held her against him. He was surprised when his penis unsheathed from his pussy.

“Was it real?”

“As real as anything,” she answered, but it looked like she was withholding something.

“That’s not an answer.”

He held her tightly, didn’t want to let her go. His penis was pushing into her thigh and she reached down and stroked him gently.

“What do you remember,” she asked.

“I remember talking to the trees, then The Bear, he said it was my brother, and grandfather…he’s still alive.”

“No, he’s not. At least, not in this realm.” She tried not to frown, but when your face is inches away it is hard to conceal anything. “You talked to the trees.”

“Yes.” He watched her.

He was reading her, and she knew it.

“Fuck me and I’ll tell you everything.”

His penis was at full strength. More than full strength. It was bigger than he remembered. He rolled over and slipped between her spread legs.

She gasped as he penetrated, then held on for a moment, then said, “Very gentle. I don’t need a lot, and I don’t want to exhaust you.

The Bear said women on women don’t recharge.”

“He’s right. But we love the feeling, the empathy. Who doesn’t love to fuck a woman?”

“You have to be man and woman to recharge.”

“True. And now you know what our problem is. I made you into a woman. I made sure you kept your penis. You can recharge me, but I can’t recharge you.”

“Sounds unfair.” He wiggled and his penis stirred in her, ground around and made her eyes widen.

“Oh, fu-u-u…take it easy.”

He moved slower, and while it was more excruciating, she was able to frame words.

“You know pretty much everything. Your grandfather, and your father fucking…something. The Bear is your brother.”

“Does he never leave Farwood.”

“Farwood,” she breathed, twisting her hips and giving him a little thrill. “You have learned much. The trees told you that.”

“The trees are one, and their name is Us.”

“Do you know what lays beyond the trees?”

“No.”

“Your grandfather, when he discovered that your father had screwed…something, he banned Harold, whose real name is Harkness.”

“But he loved The Bear,” Johnny protested.

“The child should never suffer for the sins of the father,” she explained, kissing him, lowering her head and sucking each nipple quickly.

She raised up and pulled his head down to her nipples. “Now, please me, and I’ll tell you the rest.”

Johnny sucked, and Shiela raised her chest and held his head and continued the story.

“Beyond the Farwoods is a waste, which no one can cross, and beyond the Great Waste are the Mountains called Skell. Harkness has built his castle in those mountains and forbidden all to see him. He is an angry man, but I went to see him. I begged him to allow you to grow, but he hates you. He thinks you’re the real reason Roger banned him. He not only won’t help you, but he will stand against you at council.”

“I don’t understand,” Johnny came up for air. “I don’t understand what the council is, and what do you mean ‘allow me to grow?’”

“Johnny,” she flipped him over, sat cross legged, perched on his penis. There was no rub a dub, no twist and shout, and it was particularly frustrating for him to be in her, to feel her totally, and not be able to create sexual friction.

“Johnny, you come from a very special line of men. You have power.”

“Am I a witch?”

“A warlock is the proper term, but…yes.”

Johnny would have thought she was crazy, but all the things that had happened to him, being turned into a girl, a girl with a cock that came out  when Shiela needed refilling…and the dream was so real, and…there was a feeling in him that this was the truth, the real essence of his life.

“Your father amassed an empire, but he didn’t just use his smarts, he used his powers. Deals fell in his lap, money gravitated to him…and you’ve got that.”

He stared at her.

“Harkness didn’t. Harkness was angry, jealous, and wanted everything, but…”

“Then I came along.”

“Yes, you did.”

Everything was explained. The father he had never known, his special treatment by his grandfather, everything. Except…

“Who are you?”

“I’m a witch. I have some power, though I am not as powerful as a warlock. I weave subtle threads, but I don’t have the power to smash things.”

There was something more, but she stopped talking and leaned down to him.

He felt his penis bending in her, and it felt so-o-o fucking good.

“Johnny…we have to prepare you. We have to see the council, and you must convince them that you are worthy, that you deserve to inherit your father’s empire.”

“What is it that you’re not telling me?”

Shiela bit her lip. She tried to kiss him, but he put a hand up and stopped her.

“The truth now. All of it.”

She looked down, then up at him, and there was defiance in her eyes. “Johnny, I changed you into a woman because I’m scared of you.”

“Of me?” his eyes widened and he was startled. “Why would you be scared of me?”

“Because I have to help you develop, I have to show you…how to smash things. I have to give you a power that frightens me, and I changed you into a girl so it would delay you, so I would be…safe. At least…at least until you have your power.”

She was actually crying, and tears dropped on Johnny chest, on his breasts.

He reached up and hugged her, held her fiercely. “Oh, Shiela. I could never hurt you.”

“You can,” she mumbled into his flesh. “You have no idea what it feels like when a Warlock comes into his power. The knowledge that you can hammer anything in the universe into powder…it is why there are so few warlocks. The council simply won’t allow them to exist. They are too dangerous.”

He held her, thought about her words, felt her heart beating against his.  He could almost feel her thoughts.

“What about my father. Why was he allowed to become a warlock?”

“Your father had great influence. He pledged to protect the world against his son, even to…to end him if need be.”

“So why didn’t he?”

“Because Harkness retired to his castle, Dreadnought. He built a castle so strong not even Roger could destroy it. He has stayed in his castle, never venturing forth, and some say he is building an army to conquer the world. To destroy the council and all the Warlocks and Witches.”

At that moment the sex was too much for Shiela. She lurched and her eyes opened. She came with an intensity that was downright violent.

As soon as the orgasm waned, however, she pushed herself off Johnny.

She lay on her back next to him and muttered. “I’m too greedy. I would have all your power and leave nothing.” She turned to him. “Don’t let me do that, Johnny. Don’t let me hurt you.”

Which brought them to the last question.

“When I got up, and found myself transformed…you were weak, I even thought you might die. What happened?”

“As I said, I went to Harkness. I tried to talk to him, but he laughed at me, then he flicked me away like I was a flea. But I think it’s true, Johnny. I think he’s building an army, and that he intends to end the separation of the worlds.”

He looked confused.

“The worlds are separate. There is the world we are in now, with cars and houses and such, then there is the real world. The world the Warlocks and Witches prefer, but are seldom suffered to exist in. I thought you understood this, Johnny. You talked to the trees, to Us, if you are already that powerful, if you are already developing on your own, I thought you understood the two sides of reality.”

Johnny lay on his back and looked upward, and little pieces fitted together in his mind.

The Bear talking about being a half creature, the land being separated by the barrier, even how Shiela had transformed him into something that was part of two different…species.

He was male and female, not either alone, and…yet…the sum of his parts…

He frowned.

He was stronger now. She had said she couldn’t rejuvenate him with sex, but, in a way, she had.

Only halfway, but he had a penis, and that counted for something.

He slid out of bed and looked at himself in the mirror.

He had lost a couple of inches. He was five foot two, which made Shiela taller by two inches.

Of course. She was going to give herself every edge she could.

She really was scared of him.

Yet she was going to help him fulfill his father’s legacy.

His penis was just showing, and he realized that the tip of his penis was his clitoris. When she excited him the tip would grow and come out and transform into a full fledged penis.

But only she could do that. He was beholding to her in a unique and sexual way.

But she could no longer recharge him by fucking. that was a loss.

Well, no cure, except be circumspect in his energy.

In the mirror he lifted his hands and cupped his breasts. They were big. Huge, even. And they felt so incredibly good. He rubbed his thumbs over the tips and withheld a groan.

“You are beautiful,” murmured Shiela, sliding out of the bed and approaching him, putting her arms around his waist and kissing his neck.

“As are you,” he whispered back, and he could feel his clit pulsing, ready to come out.

He could bring his prick out, now that he understood, now that he had stumbled over some of his own power.

He relaxed and let it calm down.

He turned to Shiela. “Okay. What now?”

She took his hands, held them and faced him. “Now we begin your training.”

He gave a sharp nod.

“But you won’t like it.”

“I won’t?”

She took his hand and led him out of the room.

They went downstairs, through the big room and to the kitchen. They were naked, and Johnny’s masculine edge was not visible.

Truth, he liked his new body. He liked the way his tits juddering when he walked. He liked the feel of air on his smooth skin. He liked the way his nipples popped out at the slightest touch.

She led him through the kitchen to the pantry. She opened the door and entered, pulled him in with her.

They stood in the dim light and she closed the door. Now it was pitch dark and they couldn't see anything.

“Feel me.”

“What?” Confusion.

“Through my hand. I’ll move, and you feel me.”

He held her hand and she moved, and he could tell she had moved.

“We are connected through hand, through flesh, and as you can look through your flesh, you can look through my flesh. Do so.”

She moved, and again, and again.

He started to feel her, could tell her direction, could even sense what she intended.

“Now feel this.”

She held their hands up, clasped, and sent a surge of invisible energy up her arm.

“Do it with me.”

He did, and their hands began to glow, to fill the little pantry with a dull, orange light, which became…blue.

Blue, like the light in the forest when he had been lost and dreaming.

“Don’t think of lost and dreaming. Think of the light. It is possible, especially when you get stronger, for you to lose yourself in dreams again.”

He nodded, and focused on her hand.Their hands became the filament which emanated the blue light that enabled them to see more than simple yellow light.

She turned to him, gripped his other hand and pulled him to her. Both of their hands raised, clasping, and he felt something…turning.

But not turning.

Or maybe turning inside out.

It was a feeling he had never experienced before.

Then he realized he had. But the first time he had felt it he hadn’t known that he was feeling it. When he had come out of the forest, out of the dream…it had been like this, but…different.

The kiss ended, but the blue light remained.

She smiled and opened the door.

The kitchen wasn’t there.

The house wasn’t there.

It was a big basement hewn out of a single stone.

Filled with blue light, and with the blue light he could see the finest detail, even if it was at the other end of the basement.

The basement was filled with torture instruments.

Johnny walked forward, stunned by being in a new reality, the other reality, if what Shiela had told him about the world being only a pale shadow of the real world was true.

He walked along the wall, felt the rusty chains, picked up a worn manacle and studied it.

No lock, the manacle was in two half circles bolted together.

He placed the manacle gently against the wall and let it hand. He stepped over to a piece of ‘furniture.’

It was a Judas Cradle. A pyramid with a point. He cold see where chains were located, enabling whoever was in charge to balance his victim on the point of the Judas Cradle. His anus would sit on the point, and his body weight would force him down…down.

It would be overwhelming painful.

He touched the top of the pyramid and felt the point. How many assholes had sat upon this thing? how many had slid down, screaming, begging for mercy?

He walked to a chair with spikes sticking up from the seat.

Shiela observed: “The front legs have been shortened an inch. Whoever sits will slide, and that will score the buttocks deeply.

Johnny felt one of the spikes. Sharp. Sharp enough to draw blood. It wouldn’t at first, though. At first all the points would support the weight of a body without cutting into the flesh. But sliding would start the cutting process.

There were other types of furniture, along with whips and dildos, thumbscrews and scold’s bridles, pears of anguish, and all manner of other torture tools.

“Good, Lord,” Johnny whispered. He was frightened and awestruck at the same time.

“Choose one, Johnny.”

“What?” he spun back towards Shiela.

“Choose the instrument of your education.”

“Education? Don’t you mean torture?”

“I mean education. Use the blue light if you must.”

“How?”

“You’ve generated the blue light, do it again. Shine your light, and it will show you the instrument of your education.”

Johnny turned back to the room.

It was gloomy, even in the blue light, and it was filled with things that cut, that tore, that ripped. That compressed a man’s flesh, or a woman’s. That could sever a limb, or crush a skull, or even drill a screw hole into it.

“I don’t think so.”

She came up next to him, linked her arm in his. “You must. If you don’t you will never develop. You will never learn to control the invisible energy. You…” she hesitated, “…won’t be able to smash things.”

“I don’t want to smash things!”

“That’s the woman I made you into. Listen to your cock, Johnny. Let that guide your desire.”

He felt his penis pulse and slide forward a bit. Listen to his cock? And for the first time in his life his own cock scared him.

“I don’t understand any of this.”

She said, “If pain could make people smart, then we could spank a child and create a Mozart. But suffering is necessary for the soul. And when that soul is already awake, as yours is, then suffering becomes crucial for your development.”

“Have you ever done…this stuff?”

“I have. I have the scars on the inside, and they will always hurt, but I learned. Now you must learn.”

“Johnny,” she swung him to her almost violently. “I discussed this with your grandfather. This is the room he built for Harkness, and it gave Harkness great power. But it didn’t give him a merciful nature. Now you must go through it, but you must find, in addition to great power…great empathy. You must find the heart of your soul in this room.”

“What happens if I don’t?”

“Then I’ll beat you until you do. But it is absolutely necessary. There is no other way.”

Johnny studied the instruments of torture.

He saw a rack, that could stretch the body until the bones came apart, until the flesh was stretched to the snapping point.

He saw a St. Andrew’s Cross. Scarred by the scratches of fingernails.

He could hear the faint echoes of a thousand screaming victims.

Now he must do this.

He must trust a woman who had altered his manhood and given him tits and a cunt.

A woman who…he had fucked. And loved.

He looked over the room again, and one particular piece of furniture had his attention.

A simple horse. Like a saw horse. But there were manacles on the legs. He wondered how it worked. Did you bend over it along the top plank? Or just bend over the top plank?

He found himself walking towards it, as if his body was magnetized to it.

Shiela took in her breath. She knew he had chosen, even if he still had to talk himself into it.

But he didn’t have to be talked into it. He knew. There was a budding power in him, and it told him: you want more? This is the way!

“What do I do?”

“Get on it.”

“Over the center plank, or along it?”

“Whichever you choose.”

He took a deep breath, then stood at one end and bent down the length of it.

He chose that position because bending over it would be uncomfortable.

She walked around the horse and fastened manacles to wrists and ankles, and the horse started to shift. To warp. To assume a new shape.

It elongated, and the center plank scooted back between his legs.

It curved downward a little, and suddenly his ass was pointed up in the air. His breasts hung over the sides of the plank, and the edge cut into them painfully.

She ran a leather strap over his neck.

He was fastened down, stretched out, and terrified.

“What do I do now?” he asked.

“Get out.”

He struggled. The manacles rattled and the leather stretched, but he was caught. “I can’t.”

“Good.”

A cabinet stood against a wall nearby and Shiela went to the cabinet. She opened it and took out a few items. She turned to him. She was holding a butt plug and a dildo, and a whip was coiled over her shoulder.

“Sex is power, so we will stopper yours up.”

“I don’t like this,” he muttered, trying to control his fear.

“You’re not supposed to,” she walked behind him. “You’re supposed to hate it so much you unleash your power and get out of it.”

She pushed the plug into him and he grunted. Oddly, he accepted it without much pain. He realized it was because he had fucked as a woman, The Bear had put his big penis in him, and he was now used to accepting big round things in tight holes.

Shiela pushed a machine over to the back of the horse and attached the dildo to it. She then pointed the thing into Johnny’s labia and turned the machine on.

He was full. He was stuffed, and the dildo went in and out and he cried out with pleasure. It felt like the dildo was rubbing up against the butt plug, things were colliding in him, and he lifted his butt and tried to wiggle.

Then Shiela uncoiled the whip.

Johnny was distracted by all the goings on down there, and he missed the first WISSS…SNAP!

“OW!”

WISSS…SNAP!

“No! Stop!”

She didn’t. At least not for a while.

She snapped that whip against his buns leaving bright red stripes.

He cried. Big tears rolling down his cheeks. “I can’t take it!”

She stopped, knelt in front of him, put a hand on his cheek. “You’re not supposed to. You’re not a human anymore. You’re a great and powerful wizard. A warlock. So smash this thing and let’s get going.”

She kissed him then, and he saw that she was crying.

She didn’t want to whip him, but she would do it. That frightened him more, unnerved him, but gave him a weird sort of boost inside.

WISSS…SNAP!

WISSS…SNAP!

Up and down his thighs. Stopped to wiggle the butt plug, the machine driving the shaft into him again and again and again.

Red stripes, some not just bruises, but actually strips of blood.

WISSS…SNAP!

WISSS…SNAP!

She stopped again. She was crying harder, and she spent a long time kissing him. Then she reached under him and he realized that his penis was out.

The machine was chugging away, pushing in,  pulling as if to pull him inside out, and his penis dangled down.

Hard.

WISSS…SNAP!

WISSS…SNAP!

Tears.

Blood.

Screams even.

And it went on and on and on…

There comes a time when too much is enough.

For a human, that time rarely comes, and even then, it is not accompanied by much more than an appreciation of pain; a translation of pain into pleasure.

For a warlock, that time comes, but much later than it would for a human.

A warlock has a higher tolerance for pain. A witch has an even higher tolerance, and Johnny was both.

Shiela’s arm was about to fall off. She had been whipping him so long every muscle ached.

She had whispered to him, given hints, kissed him.

She had used salve, a special ointment known only by witches, to make the skin heal over his bloody stripes.

She was now in a daze, whipping by rote, struggling to keep up her energy.

Then she noticed, he wasn’t crying. He just lay on the bench and…lay there.

No motion. No sobs. Not even a twitch when the lash struck his soft hide.

She ran to the front and knelt.

He was smiling. A goofy, dopey smile. A smile like a cartoon character, all teeth. Ear to ear.

“Johnny?”

He asked her, in a quite normal and conversational tone of voice, “Are you done?”

“I hope so.”

“Good.”

The blue light whelmed out of him. It filled the room, and it was only getting more and more intense.

Shiela stepped back, cowered a little.

The butt plug shot out of him like a cork out of a champagne bottle. It bounced off walls and the ceiling and end up spinning on the floor.

He closed his pussy and the machine was stuck, chugged once, and died. He unclenched his pussy muscles, then clenched, and the penis spurted back, pushing the whole machine over.

The blue light condensed on the bench. If compressed, and the wood was crushed and splintered.

Johnny stood up, and brushed the manacles off his wrists and ankles.

“Okay,” he said, smiling at Shiela. “Okay.”

Shiela was afraid. She had power. She could do things, but to simple crush wood and swipe off steel manacles? She didn’t have that much power.

And she knew that Johnny was only starting.

What he was doing was just baby steps for him.

He walked to her, proud, her breasts jiggling, his cock, which was at full extension, bobbing.

He lifted her to her feet.

“You’re tired,” he said softly. “Let me help you.”

He lifted her then, and she was a feather in his arms. He walked back to the wall, pressed her up against it, and entered her.

“Oh!” She gasped. “But you’re still woman!”

He just grinned. His face was stronger somehow, but it was also traced in arrogance.

Not necessarily a bad thing for a Warlock.

“A Warlock can do big things with just a dick.”

He filled her with energy then. He shot that invisible juice into her, and she held on, felt his essence building her, making her stronger.

For a long time he pounded into her, then he backed off.

She sagged to her knees, looking up at him. “You didn’t cum.”

“No. I’m saving my energy.”

“Are you going to confront your father now?”

“No. I’m still too weak. I need to build up my strength. I need lots of sex with no cumming. And I need to learn things. My father may be corrupt, but he is strong. He may even be stronger than I am. Come now. Let’s return to the false world and rest, and eat, and maybe fuck some more. We need to prepare for the next step.”

He offered her his hand, then walked with her to the door that led to the pantry, and the fake world.


Epilogue

Johnny and Shiela had lunch, then they went upstairs and made love.

They made love the way Witches and Warlocks make love.

Rabidly. Sucking energy from each other, and replacing it ten fold.

Soon would come a battle. They needed their strength.

And, as Johnny plunged into Shiela for the umpteenth time, he knew he had a weakness.

He was more woman than man. He had Warlock energy, but not enough. His energy was tamped down by a Witch’s empathy.

And one does not walk into battle with a full Warlock when they are only at half and half.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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